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PREFACE. 



I dedicate this simple story to all children who 
may happen to read it. 

My dear little friends, I have always loved 
children. I like to watch the developement of 
their characters, and have felt great pleasure 
when I have been enabled to do anything for 
their amusement and instruction. I wish this 
little book to answer both these ends; if it 
should succeed, I shall be doubly repaid for 
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IV PREFACE. 

any trouble which the writing it may have 
cost me. As you read my story you will 
meet with a little girl whose virtues I wish 
you all to imitate. If any of you are placed 
in similar circumstances to those in which she 
was situated, I sincerely hope that you wilt 
act as she did. Try to cultivate a spirit of 
love to all men — high and low, rich and poor. 
Weep, my dears, with those who weep, and 
rejoice .with those who are glad. 

If you have not wealth to bestow, you can 
always give your sympathies and your prayers. 
You know not how much good even children 
can do, if they choose to make the effort One 
little child can go and read to & poor sick 
villager, and can by many kind and delicate 
attentions show those who have begun to fancy 
themselves neglected and forgotten that some* 
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PREFACE. V 

one cares for them. If you act thus, you will 
often be rewarded by seeing the languid eye 
lighted up with a look of gratitude; your 
kindness will frequently bring . the blush of 
pleasure into the pallid cheek of the sufferer ; 
and the reward in your own hearts will be 
very great ; —blessings will be poured down 
upon yon from above; for He who hath said, 
" Suffer little children to come unto me," 
intended that they should be enlisted in His 
service ; and thpugh you may not be strong 
soldiers, you can . be good and faithful ones : 
all which He requires of you is, that you 
will do what ypu can. 

Who would not have the blessings of the 
poor? They will rest upon your little heads 
like dew upon the tender grass, and they will 
draw down upon you blessings of still higher 
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VI PREFACE. 

value, even the blessings of your Father which 
is in Heaven. 

Some of you have, I feel assured, like Ellen 
Grey, been favoured with a good and pious 
education. I trust that you will improve it 
as she did. Try to imitate her kind and 
gentle disposition — her earnest desire that others 
should participate in her prospects of happiness 
in another and a better world; be very careful 
not to wound the feelings of others, either by 
words, looks, or actions. By acting thus, you 
will win the love of all around you, as Ellen 
did. You are not all vicars' sons and daughters, 
consequently your opportunities for doing good 
are neither so numerous nor so frequent ; but you, 
each of you, have a little sphere in which you 
move; and, as I said before, you must do what 
you can — God will accept your offering, however 
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PREFACE. Vii 

small, if tendered in sincerity of heart. You 
know one star differeth from another star in 
glory ; yet the smallest is not despised by Him 
who made it. 

Now, my dear children, I will say Farewell ; 
leaving my Story in your hands, and the 
result to Him who hath said, " Cast thy bread 
upon the waters, and it shall be seen after 
many days." 
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INTRODUCTION. 



Mr. Glanville was a gentleman of fortune, 
residing in a country town, in Oxfordshire. 
He lost his wife shortly after the birth of 
his youngest little girl Martha, and truly glad 
was he, when his kind-hearted sister, Kate, 
offered to become an inmate of the house, and 
to undertake the charge of his three motherless 
children. At the time dear kind Aunt Kate 
came to live with the children, Mary, the eldest, 



Digitized 



by Google 



INTRODUCTION. IX 

was twelve years of age, Charles ten, and little 

Martha seven. Mr. Glanville confided the 

whole care of these three children to his sister ; 

and in this he acted wisely, for there never 

could exist a more kind and prudent aunt ; she 

was gentle and indulgent, without spoiling 

them; firm, without sterness; and her constant 

attention to their mental improvement rendered 

her a most valuable accession to her brother's 

family. As may be supposed, the children 

were all very fond of her; and a happy, happy 

time it was for them when Aunt Kate, pleased 

with the performance of their daily tasks, would, 

as a reward, call them round her upon the 

lawn, in the front of the house, and tell. them 

one of her pretty stories. Mr. Glanville himself 

would sometimes become a pleased and interested 

listener. 

b 
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X INTRODUCTION. 

It was in the evening of a fine summer's 
day, when the children had been particularly 
good, and the lessons had been very well said, 
that this good Aunt Kate called Charles to 
her, as be was leaving the school-room, and 
said, " Charles, go and tell your sisters, that as 
you have all been very good to-day, I will tell 
you a story which a friend once related tor 
me." The lively boy clapped his hands, sprung 
over the nearest form, and bounding through 
the window on to the lawn, ran in quest of his 
sisters, crying, "Girls, girls 1 come girls, a story! 
Aunt Kate is going to tell us a story!" The 
little girls were soon seen peeping through 
the trees, their faces glowing with delight, 
and quickly were the happy group gathered 
round their dear aunt, endeavouring to show 
by all kinds of endearing expressions, how 
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grateful they were, and bow much tbey loved 
her. 

" Dear, dear Aunt Kate, hew kind you are," 
said the gentle Mary, " you are always planning 
something for our pleasure ;-~bow can we ever 
repay you ?" « O," said Charles, " when I am a 
man I shall go to India, and see all the fine 
places we read of, and bring aunt home a 
grand diamond necklace and a gold chain 
twice so large as the one she has, and y and"— » 
but he was interrupted by little Martha, who 
going gently up to her, said, "Dear aunt, when 
I am a woman, I will toy you the hfukteomert 
Bible that ever was seen, with gold leaves, and 
beautiful bright pictures, like those the monks 
used to have, of whom Mary was reading 
yesterday." 
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Xii INTBODUOTION. 

Aunt Kate kissed them all, and said, " Thank 
you, my dears, but the greatest reward I can 
receive, for any thing I may do for you, will 
be to see you all increase in goodness and in 
knowledge. With regard to diamonds and 
gold chains, dear Charles, I set no value upon 
them, because they never can procure real 
happiness; and let my little Martha remember, 
that a plain Bible would be quite as valuable 
to me as the finest in the world, because the 
good instructions it contains constitute its 
value, and not the gold leaves and fine pictures. 
But now I must begin my story, or bed-time will 
arrive before you wish for it. 
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THE STORY. 



In the beautiful village of Norwood, in Devon- 
shire, there lived a good clergyman, whose name 
was Grey. The church in this lovely and 
romantic village was very old, its gray walls were 
covered with ivy, and the worm-eaten oak pews, 
the worn altar steps, and the venerable altar itself, 
told a tale of many, many years gone by ; the 
broken tombstones with half-erased letters, the 
old yew tree, and the crumbling churchyard walls, 
all reminded the passer by, that time and death 
had both been busy there. 

The vicarage was a lovely place, with its 

thatched roof, smooth lawn, beautiful flower 

garden, and lofty trees. It commanded a view of 

the church, with all the fine surrounding scenery, 

B 
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and of the boundless sea in the distance, but what 
is more than all, peace — sweet peace — reigned 
within its walls. The inhabitants were happy, 
because they were good. But I must now tell you 
something about the good vicar and his family, 
which consisted of his wife, and one little girl, 
whose name was Ellen; there was also an old 
man-servant, with a head so white that it almost 
rivalled the driven snow; he had lived in Mr. 
Grey's family from a boy, and was so deeply 
attached that nothing would have induced him to 
leave them; of little Ellen he was very fond, 
and was always planning or making something 
which he knew would please her, and she returned 
these marks of the old man's affection, with that 
gratitude which it becomes us all to feel towards 
those who have shewn us any kindness, whether 
they be rich or poor. 

Mr. Grey was not a rich man, but he always 
found the means to relieve those who were poorer 
than himself, and in all his acts of benevolence 
he found a ready assistant in his amiable and 
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affectionate wife, who was willing to make any 
sacrifice and to take any trouble for the relief of 
the poor villagers. Little Ellen was early trained 
to assist in these acts of mercy ; nothing could 
give her greater pleasure than to accompany her 
dear parents in their walks through the village. 
How lightly would she trip before them, her 
basket laden with delicacies which the poor sick 
people could not procure for themselves; she 
always reached the cottager's door before her 
good parents, and oh ! how gentle was the tap 
she gave — not a boisterous knock, but a gentle 
tap, tap, tap ; for though Ellen had good spirits 
herself, she remembered that the sick are often 
very much depressed, and cannot bear the slightest 
noise; then when the door was opened, she 
would steal gently up to the bedside, her lovely 
little face glowing with pleasure, softened by pity, 
and say, " Here, dame, I have brought you some 
strawberries; they are the first from my own 
strawberry bed, and I asked John to gather them 
for you ; these roses too, I thought they would 
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make jour room more cheerful ; papa and mamma 
are coming down the lane, but I reached here 
before them." How grateful were the poor 
people for these little acts of kindness, and how 
often was Ellen requited with the words, " God 
bless you and reward you, dear Miss Ellen." 
She always accompanied her dear mamma in her 
visits to the village school, and when Miss Ellen 
made her appearance, the eyes of the poor 
children glistened with delight, for Ellen showed 
no pride because she was the vicar's daughter, 
but always had some kind word to say to each of 
them. 

Ellen Grey was very beautiful ; her hair was of 
a glossy chesnut brown, and her eyes were of that 
rich dark hazel, which is capable of almost every 
variety of expression, from the most lively to the 
most tender and sympathising ; it was quite beau- 
tiful to see her playful expression soften into one 
of the deepest feeling, when the distress of others 
arrested her attention ; and she would talkto the 
afflicted in a tone of sympathy and instruction 
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far beyond her years— many a word of comfort 
would fall, like sweet music, from her almost 
infant lips, upon the ear of the well nigb broken- 
hearted. — "Do not weep so," she would say, 
" but pray to Him who will not break the bruised 
reed ; He will hear you, indeed He will, and when 
He thinks right will answer you ; I will ask papa 
to come and see you, for be can comfort you 
better than I can, because I am very young, and 
very ignorant." Then away she would go, her 
little heart beating high with benevolence, to 
plead with the good vicar, and her gentle plead- 
ings never proved in vain ; for the poorest of Mr. 
Grey's flock could always command him in the 
hour of trial, — 

" A man he was to all the country dear.*' 
The first time I saw Ellen Grey, I was walking 
up the vicarage garden, with the intention of 
visiting my friend Mrs. Grey, after many years' 
absence from England. The trees concealed me 
from the view of Ellen. She was standing by old 
John, who was presenting her with a white moss- 
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rose. He had reared it with peculiar care, and 
had intended it for a surprise to his little favourite. 
" There, Miss Ellen," said the old man, with a 
dash of gallantry and a great deal of affection in 
his manner, "that is almost as fair as yourself." 
" Oh, this is beautiful, indeed, John," said Ellen, 
"where did you get it ?" — and looking up in his 
face with a smile — "Why it is whiter than your 
hair." But seeing a tinge of melancholy pass 
over the old man's features, she gently touched 
his hand, saying, " Have I said anything to hurt 
you ? I would not wound your feelings for the 
world, and you so kind to me ; I like your white 
hair, indeed I do — I should not like you half so 
well without it." " Hurt me, dear Miss Ellen ! 
Did you ever hurt any body? Did you ever 
wound any body's feelings? No, no! I was 
thinking of days gone by, when I was a thought- 
less boy about these grounds, and your dear 
grandfather used to say to me—' John, John, you 
are very careless, but I will try you another year.' 
He did try me another, and another, and another 
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— and here I am Miss, still, as useless in my 
old years as I was in my young ones." " Useless, 
John! how can you say you are useless, when 
papa and mamma love you so ? and what would 
the poor people do without you, and who would 
carry them their dinners when they are ill, take 
them blankets and warm clothing in the winter, 
—who would tend my flowers for me if you were 
not here ? Now never say you are useless again. 
But I must go and shew mamma this beautiftil 
flower," said the lovely child, and off she bounded 
like a fawn over the grass, her fragile form 
looking as though the slightest zephyr could lift 
her from the ground. 

As I walked slowly up the path, I could not 
divest myself of the melancholy conviction that 
Mr. and Mrs. Grey had a heavy trial before 
them ; I feared that Ellen would not live long — 
she seemed too good for this sinful world ; and I 
felt assured, that so lovely a flower would soon 
be transplanted to a more congenial soil ; I think 
John thought so too, for a heavy sigh escaped 
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him, as he stooped to raise some flower which 
had fallen from the stick placed to support it. 
When I reached the house the rose was already 
placed in a glass on the table, and Ellen's face was 
still glowing with the pleasure which the gift had 
afforded her. — I never shall forget the picture ! 
For the first time in my life I wished myself an 
artist; there she stood, her slender form bending 
over the treasure, her luxuriant hair thrown back, 
that she might view it more minutely, her bright 
eyes positively danced with delight, and her 
cheek was tinged with that lovely fatal flush, 
which is the sure forerunner of consumption. 

"Is not this beautiful, mamma? 1 ' she said; 
"how very kind John is;" then seeing her 
mamma rising to meet some one, she raised her 
head, and the flush upon her cheek became the 
slightest shade more bright. "Ellen," said Mrs. 
Grey, " this is a very dear friend of mine, — he has 
just returned from Italy." " From Italy," said 
the child, all her timidity vanishing in a moment, 
" from Italy, where the sky is so bright and the 
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air so soft, and the flowers so beautiful. — O do, 
Sir, tell me something about it — have you been 
to Rome ? — have you been to Venice ? — have you 
been to Florence, and have you sailed in the 
gondolas ? " Ellen," said her mother, " I have 
scarcely spoken to Mr. Thompson yet; you must 
be patient, my dear, till I have welcomed him 
back to England." The little girl drew back quite 
confounded, saying to me, "O, I beg your 
pardon, but I once read a book about all these 
places, and ever since I have so longed to see 
some one who has been there." J stroked her 
head, saying, "I shall feel great pleasure in 
telling you any thing you may wish to know;" 
she thanked me, and withdrew from the room, 
leaving her mamma and myself to talk over all 
which had happened to each of us, since we 
last met. 

After much had been related on both sides, 
Mrs. Grey questioned me with regard to my 
future plans. I informed her that as 1 had no 
particular ties, and had retired from the medical 
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profession, it was my intention to take up my 
abode in that beautiful comity of my native land. 
After some interesting conversation with Mr. 
Grey, I left the house, promising to call on the 
morrow; but before I could fulfil my promise, 
I received a very kind note from the good vicar, 
saying that the vicarage was at my service, and 
that Mrs. Grey and himself would esteem it ft 
favour if I would take up my abode there so long 
as it was agreeable to myself. I gladly accepted 
this kind invitation, and my luggage was soon 
removed from the village inn to the lovely 
vicarage. 

I was met by all with expressions of kindness, 
and old John seemed to participate in the feeling, 
for there was a look of pleasure on his features 
as he lifted my trunk; besides, he had heard 
from Ellen that I was a gentleman from Italy, 
and though he did not know where Italy was, he 
saw that she was pleased, and that was enough 
for John. 

" So, my little girl, you wish to hear something 
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about Italy ?" said I to Ellen, the morning after 
I bad arrived at the vicarage. " Oh, yes, if you 
please, sir," said she, " I do, indeed, I am sure it 
must be so very beautiful if all I have read is 
true. But mamma says that people often put 
things in books which are not true." "Well, 
I can satisfy you on this point," said I, " that 
Italy is quite as beautiful as any description 
which you have read may have pictured it. But 
do you not think this place beautiful, Ellen ? n 
" Oh, yes, very, but then I have never seen any 
other, and I think Italy must be much more 
lovely." "Well, perhaps it is," said I, "but 
association has much to do with the pleasure 
which we feel on visiting it. Italy has been the 
scene of so much grandeur, and some parts of it 
have fallen into such decay, that we cannot help 
feeling greatly interested when we look upon her 
crumbled walls, her fallen pillars, and her lovely 
scenery. But what questions have you to ask, 
my dear ?" " Oh," said Ellen, " I have so much 
to ask that 1 scarcely know how to begin, and I 



Digitized 



by Google 



12 



fear you will he quite tired before I have finished." 
" I shall not be tired, Ellen, if I can amuse you, 
so pray begin." " I should like to know," said 
she, " if the people there are good, and if there 
are any churches there like that (pointing to the 
one in which her father laboured), and whether 
the villagers love their pastors as much as these 
villagers love my dear papa?" "And if there 
are any little girls like Ellen, I presume you 
would ask?" said I. "Well, then, there are 
churches there, but the architecture is different, 
yet old churches all resemble one another in one 
point : they show the wasting power of time, and 
the many records of the dead convince us that 
death, the king of terrors, holds dominion in 
every land, whether that land be beautiful or not. 
Are you afraid of death, Ellen ? Do you ever 
think of it ?" " Yes, often, very often, but I feel 
no fear, because papa and mamma have told me 
that those who love the Saviour, and believe in 
Him, need have no fear of death." "And do 
you love the Saviour ? Do you think you are sure 
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of seeing Him when you die," I asked. "Yes, I 
love Him, bat not half so much as I ought, for all 
that He has done for me. About a year ago," 
she continued, " I was very unhappy about my 
sins, and I feared I should never be forgiven ; I 
used to pray so earnestly that sometimes I could 
not sleep at night, but at last I had a dream, O 
it was a lovely dream, shall I tell it to you ?" 
" Yes, dear child," said I, " it will give me great 
pleasure to hear it." "Well, Sir, the evening 
before I dreamed it I had been reading about the 
Prodigal Son, and when I came to the part where 
his father took him in, I laid down the Bible and 
wept for joy, for though I had often read it before 
I never till then saw plainly what it meant, and 
that night I prayed more earnestly than ever that 
God would for Christ's sake make me a humble, 
a very humble, servant in His house ; whilst I 
was thinking of all this I fell asleep, and I 
dreamed that it was the judgment day ; I saw the 
great white throne, and He who sat on it shone 
so brightly that I could scarcely look upon Him. 
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I saw one and another called to judgment, and 
trembled lest I should be the next ; at last, I 
thought a beautiful bright angel came up to me, 
and in a sweet voice called me by my name ; I went 
with him up to the great white throne, trembling 
all the way, and I thought the Saviour smiled so 
sweetly upon me and said, ' Suffer little children 
to come unto me, for of such is the kingdom of 
Heaven.' Then sweet voices all around me 
distinctly said, 'The blood of Jesus Christ 
cleanseth from all sin. 9 I awoke with these 
cheering words in my ear, and ever since I have 
been so happy that I have had no fear of death." 
"That was a lovely dream, Ellen," said I. 
" But do you believe in dreams ? Do you place 
any confidence in them ?" She coloured slightly 
and said, "No, not all dreams, but you know we 
read of them in Scripture. Jacob had a dream, 
and Joseph and Mary were warned in a dream 
when they took the Saviour into Egypt." She 
then looked earnestly in my face, saying, "Do 
you think I have done wrong in taking comfort 
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from this dream ?" " I hope not, my dear," was 
my answer ; " but some people are exceedingly 
superstitious about dreams, and do many foolish 
things in consequence. But we have forgotten 
all about Italy, and our time has gone so fast 
that we must defer the subject until another time." 
This was my first conversation with Ellen 
Grey, and it made more impression upon my 
mind than I was at that time willing to acknow- 
ledge, even to myself. As I watched her receding 
figure this reflection struck me, — if that sweet 
innocent child has thought herself so sinful, 
what must I be? — for though I had spent 
much time in acquiring worldly knowledge, 
I was ashamed to think religion had occu- 
pied so little of my attention. The words of 
this simple child led to a train of thought, the 
effect of which has had, I hope, a good influence 
over the actions of my after life. Our walks in 
the garden and round the village were very 
frequent, and our conversations very interesting, 
for I felt great pleasure in imparting information 
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to one who was so eager to receive it. She 
sometimes quite puzzled me with the questions 
she would ask, and the delight she evinced when 
I was describing the architecture, paintings, 
sculpture, and beautiful scenery of Italy, rendered 
my own details anything but tedious to myself. 

The family at the Vicarage had gained a strong 
hold upon my affections. The intellectual con- 
versations of the good Vicar, the kindness of 
Mrs. Grey, and the lively society of my little 
favourite, made me very loath to leave so 
agreeable a home, and many weeks had passed 
away before I was aware I had spent so much 
time there. 

One morning, when we were gathered round 
the breakfast table, Mrs. Grey said, "Ellen, next 
Thursday will be your birthday, and as it is 
always customary for you to have some unusual 
pleasure on such occasions, your papa and I have 
determined that you shall this time choose your 
own treat. You need not decide now, my dear, 
you had better take a little time to think about 
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it." " Oh, thank you, dear mamma," said Ellen, 
" I think I am quite sure what I should like, if 
papa and you have no objection." "Tell us 
what it is," said the Vicar, "and if your request 
is reasonable 1 am sure neither your mamma nor 
I will object?" "Well, then," said Ellen, "I 
should like to have all the school children to tea 
upon the lawn, and to give them a book each ; 
you know I can buy them with my own pocket- 
money, and I am sure it will please them so." 
"Very well, dear," said her parents, "we will 
think about it." The eyes of Ellen were over- 
flowing with tears. "What is the matter, my 
dear ?" said Mrs. Grey, " we have not denied you 
your request. "Oh, no, dear, dear Mamma," 
was the child's reply. " I was thinking of some- 
thing quite different. I was thinking how very 
good God is to me in having given me such dear 
kind parents." 

11 Not more than others I deserve, 
Tet God has given me more.*' 
" I am glad you feel grateful, my love," said 
C 
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her father, " but you mast show your gratitude 
by actions as well as words, when you have it in 
your power. 7 ' I left the room soon after, having 
learned another lesson from this infant Christian; 
1 felt how ungrateful I had been for all my 
mercies. 

The day before the fete, Ellen engaged us all 
tp assist in the preparations; swings were to be 
erected, a tent was to be raised, and garlands of 
flpwers were to be placed here and there, in order 
to majte the scene as gay as possible. The 
delight of the little queen of the day knew no 
bounds ; but there was no selfishness mixed with 
her pleasure ;.she thought more of the gratifica- 
tion, which it would afford the children than of 
her oiyn. " How delighted they will be, M*. 
Thppapspn, Tyhen thgy see the swings," said she. 
" I hope tl*s day will be fine." The day arrived, 
and I think we elder folks were as well pleased 
as Ellen, to eee that it was favourable. She and 
John were busied all the morning in gathering 
" flowers, and making garlands, and Mrs. Grey, 
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with the female servants, was engaged in prepar- 
ing cakes and other niceties for the children* 
At length the appointed hour arrived, and on 
looking down the road we saw the procession 
coming towards the bouse, headed by the master 
and mistress of the school. Ellen spied them 
first, and cried, " Papa, Mamma, here they come ; 
bow happy they all look, and they have all got 
bouquets of flowei*s ! Look Mr. Thompson, look 
John ;" and away she ran to meet her little guests. 
As they passed her two and two, they curtsied, 
and each received some kind word in return. 
When they were seated round the table, Ellen 
discovered that a girl named Mary Wilson- was 
not come, and, upon asking the mistress where 
she was, was informed that the girl had stolen 
something from one of the children, and to hide 
her fault had told a falsehood ; as this was not 
her first offence, the mistress thought the most 
effectual way of punishing her would be to forbid 
her going to celebrate Miss Ellen's birthday. 
The face of Ellen wore a look of deep sorrow, 
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on her hearing this account of the girl's miscon- 
duct; but the happy faces around soon attracted 
her attention; and, indeed, the whole was a 
pleasing, and unto me a novel sight. Mr. and 
Mrs. Grey were seated at the head of the table, 
Ellen and myself on either side, the children 
were arranged in order, all around was happiness 
and smiles, and plates of cake and fruit were 
Tery speedily demolished. After the good vicar 
had returned thanks, and they had sung a hymn, 
he thus addressed them : — " My dear little ones, — 
I look upon you as the lambs of my flock, and I 
feel very anxious about your eternal welfare. I 
hope you will all be found within the fold of 
Christ, the good Shepherd, and that none of you 
will wander from Him. I hope to meet you all 
at His right hand, when this world, with its 
pleasures, its sinfulness, and its sorrows, shall 
have passed away. I trust that the good instruc- 
tions you are receiving will be prized by you, 
and that they will be made a blessing to you. I 
am very glad to see you here to-day, and looking 



Digitized 



by Google 



Digitized 



by Google 




Digitized 



by Google 



21 



so happy. My daughter will now give each of 
you a book, that you may remember her birth- 
day." The books were then placed upon the 
table by John^ who looked very proud, I can 
assure you, and Ellen stood up looking more 
beautiful than ever, benevolence beaming in her 
eye, and sweet innocence in her look. The 
children came forward, one by one, to receive 
their present. I saw an expression of pain pass 
over the features of Ellen, when she perceived 
that there was one book left, but she said 
nothing. The children all dispersed to their 
amusements, and we felt great pleasure in wit- 
nessing their happiness. Just before the children 
left, Ellen came into the parlour with a little 
note, and the book which had been left in her 
hand. She said, " Mamma, I wish to send this 
book to Mary Wilson." " But why send it to 
her, my dear?" said her mamma; "she has acted 
very wrong, and I think it will appear like 
rewarding vice." " I thought of sending this 
note with it, mamma; then I think she cannot 
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imagine that I mean it as a reward." She gave 
the note to her mother, who read it aloud. 

" Mart "Wilson, — I am very sorry that you have acted 
in such a manner as to oblige the good mistress of the 
school to forbid your coming to celebrate my birthday ; you 
have been guilty of two great sins, but I hope this is the 
last time you will suffer yourself to be led into temptation. 
I hope God will forgive you ; I will pray for you, and you 
must pray for yourself. I send you this little book that you 
may remember me, and I hope the next birthday I keep 
you will be able to come. — Ellen Grey." 

"I think you may venture to send that, 
Ellen," said Mrs. Grey ; " it may have a good 
effect, if the girl has a heart capable of appre- 
ciating your kindness ; though I fear from what 
the mistress says, she is inclined to be very 
wicked. We should not always discard those 
who have acted wrong, but try to lead them back 
to virtue ; and few hearts are so hatd as entirely 
to resist kindness. Send it then, my dear, and 
may God bless your feeble effort, and accept 
your good intention*" 
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Soon after the day of the fete, I was unexpect- 
edly called away to visit a relative w'ho was 
dangerously ill, and before I left I thought it 
right to hint to Mr. and Sirs. Grey, that in my 
opinion Ellen's health would require th6 greatest 
care. a Iam aware," said Mrs. Grey, "that she 
is delicate, but I hope, Mr. Thompson, you see 
nothing to cause serious alarm. I trust that God 
will long spare to us this, our only earthly 
treasure." "1 hope so too, my dear madam," 
said I, for I could not find in my heart to say 
all I feared ; so after giving them instructions 
with regard to the mode of treatment which I 
thought she woiild require, I left the room to seek 
Ellen, and to take my leave of her. I found 
her in the garden, occcupied in tending some 
of her favourite flowers. " Well, Ellen, I am 
going to leave you for a short time," said I. 
" Going to leave us, Mr. Thompson ?" said she, 
ber little eyes filling with tears ; " what shall we 
do without ydu ? What will papa do ^ and I am 
sure I shall miss you very much — you have been 
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so kind to me. H " I shall be very sorry to go, 
Ellen, I assure you ; for the few weeks I have 
spent here have been some of the happiest of my 
life, and I shall think of them with great 
pleasure." " But you are coming back again ?" 
said she earnestly; "you have promised that, 
remember." "I shall only be too happy to 
return ," was my reply, " for this lovely vicarage 
has been to me a sweet resting-place after nutny 
years of travel ; and the kindness of its inhabi- 
tants, like a bright rainbow after heavy storms: 
but I must leave you to prepare for my journey." 
The family at the vicarage accompanied me to 
the garden gate- " Farewell," said the good 
vicar, pressing my hand, "there will be a blank 
in our family circle when you are gone." Ellen 
approached me, holding in her hand a bunch of 
her choicest flowers, saying, " Here, Mr. Thomp* 
son, perhaps when you return we shall have no 
flowers to pluck, for the summer is almost past." 
" Thank you, my dear," said I ; " I hope I sbaO 
not be many weeks away ; farewell, dear friend* ; 
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farewell, John." Before I turned the angle of 
the road, I looked back to take a last survey of 
those who had been so kind to me, and in whose 
society I had felt so much pleasure. I thought 
the scene was truly picturesque. The sweet 
peaceful dwelling where I had spent so many 
happy hours, surrounded as it was by so much 
beauty ; the venerable owner standing in all the 
quiet dignity of his sacred calling, looking almost 
as though no human passion ever moved his 
breast, save that of love and pity for his fellow- 
men ; his amiable wife too, who had been so 
long the partner of his joys and sorrows, and on 
whom had devolved pearly the whole training 
and cultivation of the lovely child who stood 
beside her, with good old faithful John in the 
distance — all made me for a moment fancy that I 
was looking upon some beautiful production of 
an artist's imagination. But when the remem- 
brance of the happiness I had enjoyed there 
returned to my mind, I felt that it was a reality, 
and no fancied scene. I could not divest myself 



Digitized 



by Google 



26 



of the reflection that something would ere long 
happen to break the sweet harmony which now 
prevailed there. 

The relation whom I went to visit died about 
a fortnight after I arrived; and business detained 
me several weeks longer than I expected. 

After I had been away from the vicarage some 
time, I received a letter from Mr. Grey, which 
induced me to hasten my return. " We are/ 9 said 
be, " in a state of some anxiety about the health 
of our dear little one, — we do not like the 
symptoms. She is not so lively as she used to 
be, and there is a restlessness about her which is 
quite foreign to her nature ; she looks languid, 
and her little amusements do not interest her as 
they used. She is become very thoughtful, and 
reading is her principal occupation. My dear 
wife is very unhappy about her, but I trust a 
mother's anxiety has exaggerated the case, and 
that when our darling is again favoured with your 
kind medical care she will soon be restored to 
health and cheerfulness. The village doctor tells 
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us there is no cause for such great alarm. She 
sends her best, best love to you, — these are her 
own words." I shook my head mournfully when 
I read this, and as I slowly folded the letter I 
made the resolution that I would return to the 
vicarage immediately, and the next day found me 
on my way to Norwood. The first person I saw 
on my arrival was John ; while he stood at the 
garden gate there was a sadness in bis expression 
which I had never seen before "Well, John, 
how are all within ?" was my first question. The 
old man raised his head, and said, mournfully, 
" O, Sir, I fear our lovely flower is fading, — she 
has drooped sadly since you left, — there is a 
great change in her, at least I see it, though 
others do not seem to think so." He dashed 
away a tear as he led the way to the house. I 
tried to cheer him by saying, " I hope your fears 
are groundless, John; you know you are very 
fond of her, and of course your anxiety is in 
proportion to your affection.* 1 " I hope I may 
be wrong, Sir,? said he, w but I have long felt 
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assured that she is too good for this world, she 
is so free from selfishness, and is always thinking 
of others ; besides, Sir, the fairest flowers always 
fade first, and where will you find a fairer one 
than she ?" " True, John," said I, " but we must 
do our best to save it, and one great means will 
be to let her see everything cheerful around her ; 
so you must put off that doleful face. Does she 
walk out frequently now ?" " Not very, Sir ; the 
doctor thinks these autumn winds too keen for 
her." We came in sight of the bouse just as 
John had answered my question. I saw that 
Ellen was seated at the window, intently occupied 
with a book, but as we approached she raised her 
head, and recognising me sprang from her seat, 
laid down the book, and ran out to meet roe. 
Her eyes were sparkling with delight and 
surprise ; but O, that flush, I could not bear to 
look upon it! Her hand was in mine in a 
moment. " Oh, Mr. Thompson," said she, * I 
thought you never would come back. Papa 
and mamma have been so dull without you. I 
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told you all the flowers would be gone before you 
came back. Now you will not go away for a 
long, long time, will you? Papa and mamma 
will be so surprised ; tbey are both in the library, 
let me take you to them." This was all said in 
less time than I have told it, and the dear child 
quickly introduced me to her parents. "Papa, 
mamma, who do you think I have got here ?" said 
she, taking me by the hand and leading me 
forward. Both my friends rose to meet me. 
" This is very kind of you," said Mr. Grey, with 
much feeling, and Mrs. Grey welcomed me with 
a look of gratitude, which doubly repaid me for 
any unusual trouble which my hasty return might 
have caused me. In the course of the evening 
Mrs. Grey questioned me as to my opinion of 
Ellen's appearance, and I confessed that she was 
not so much changed as the accounts which I 
had heard ltd me to imagine. u Your return is 
a great relief to us, Mr. Thompson," said she, 
"for we know that our dear child will now be 
under the care of one who knows how precious 
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her life is to us." " I will do all in my power, 
my dear, madam," said I, " and we mast leave the 
rest to Him without whose permission even a 
sparrow cannot fall. There is no immediate 
danger, and this winter we must treat her as we 
would a, hot-house plant. I do not conceal from 
you the fact that great care is requisite." 

The morning after this conversation I took an 
opportunity to question Ellen with regard to her 
feelings. Her answers were anything but satis- 
factory. In reply to my question whether she 
felt any pain, she placed her hand upon her side, 
and said "Yes, here, sometimes." "Do you 
always feel cheerful, Ellen?" said I, "and do 
things around afford you the same pleasure which 
they used ?" " I feel as though I should like to 
cry, sometimes," she said, "when I see my dear 
mamma looking so very, very sad ; because I am 
sure she is unhappy, and I am too young to 
comfort her ; besides, I should not quite know 
'What to say to her ; and I feel low spirited when 
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I cannot go with her down to the village to see 
the poor sick people, and to visit the school ; but 
when the cold weather is gone I shall be better, 
the doctor s«ays, and then I shall be able to run 
about again ; till then I must try to amuse 
myself with reading, and to bear it patiently. If 
I am never to recover," she said, cheerfully, " the 
long confinement will help to draw my heart from 
earthly things, for I am sure I have lovqd this 
world too well." " What do you mean, Ellen ?" 
said I ; " you know little of the world, and have 
seen nothing of its wickedness ?" " No," said 
she, " I have not seen much, but the Bible tells 
me that my ' heart is deceitful above all things, 
and desperately wicked,' and I have found it so ; 
for when I am trying to pray, vain and foolish 
thoughts will often enter into my mind, and I 
find my heart wandering when solemn words ar« 
upon my lips ; then at times I become impatient, 
and you know that is very wicked, for God 
has promised that we shall not have to encounter 
more than we are able to bear, and my wicked 
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heart says sometimes that I can bear what I 
have to suffer no longer. Now this is doubting 
His word, and I am often very sorry that I have 
given way to such impatience, because I know 
it grieves the Saviour, who has borne so much 
for me; but I am become mufh more happy 
lately, and I think I can wait till it pleases Him 
to restore me." "Doubtless, my dear child," 
said I, "strength will be given you to bear 
whatever it is the will of God to lay upon you ; 
for He who tempers the wind to the shorn 
lamb will not suffer you to sink under any 
dispensation of His hand." "Yes, He will give 
me strength, I am sure He will ; but I am very 
very weak, sometimes." Seeing that she looked 
exhausted, I left her to keep an appointment 
which I had made with her father, to visit a sick 
one of his flock, who could not afford to pay for 
medical advice. 

The good vicar and I were soon on our way 
to the house of the afflicted. I always admired 
his manner to the poor of his flock, but on this 
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occasion it was peculiarly tender, and there was 
a fervour in his voice when he prayed for the 
relief of the sick, and the comforting of the 
afflicted family, which was very striking and 
impressive. I could not help fancying that his 
feeling was deepened by the anxiety which be 
was suffering on account of his little Ellen. 

As we walked home this good man turned to me 
and said, " God has dealt very mercifully with me ; 
He has permitted me to live peacefully for many 
years in the house of my fathers, and the rod of 
affliction has seldom visited me ; but I fear it is 
coming shortly with a very heavy blow. O that 
He with the trial may give me strength to bear it." 
He looked at me with a sweet, mild, earnest 
look, as if awaiting my reply. I think he read 
it in my expression, for he pressed my hand and 
said, " I will spare you the pain of telling me 
what I know too well already ." I tried to dispel 
the gloom by using the usual words of comfort) 
such as " While there is life there is hope ; all 
things are possible with God," and so on ; but 

D 
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there was a holy resignation in his manner too 
sacred to admit of common consolation, and 
which seemed to say, "My Heavenly Father 
has willed that I shall suffer, and why should I 
repine ?" 

We seldom touched upon thil painful subject 
after. I think the holy man was fearful of 
betraying to one, whom he had no reason to 
believe converted, a spirit of impatience unbe- 
coming one whose task it was to preach 
submission to the will of God. Mrs. Grey's 
questions were of course very frequent, and her 
anxiety great. I did all in my power to make 
the house less gloomy ; but I felt so much 
myself that my efforts proved unsuccessful. 

The sweet little sufferer herself did not par- 
ticipate in the feeling which prevailed, for she 
was generally cheerful, and sometimes even 
playful. Of course, in her presence, we concealed 
our feelings ; and I know Mrs. Grey hoped 
that as the spring opened we should see an 
improvement in the dear child's health. But 
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neither the good vicar ^or myself really enter- 
tained such hopes, though at times she was so 
free from pain, and appeared to take so much 
interest in what was passing, that we were 
betrayed into a faint hope that her recovery waa 
possible ; but soon some symptoms would 
re-appear to dash it to the ground. 

Besides, it was impossible for me to conceal 
from myself the fact that disease was gaining 
slow but certain progress ; and that what we had 
suffered ourselves to construe into favourable 
changes were only fresh features of that flattering 
disease which deceives so many almost up to the 
last moment of the patient's life; and when 
February arrived we could only look back with 
regret upon what our darling had been, and 
sorrowfully compare it with her present state of 
suffering and sadly changed appearance. 

The cough became every day more trouble- 
some ; but the patience with which she endured, 
and the unvarying sweetness of her temper, 
bound her closer to all our hearts, and rendered 
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the sad prospect of her Ipss doubly distressing to 
those who must remain to feel the melancholy 
blank. One bright morning she felt better than 
usual ; and upon John's entering the room, she 
requested him to wheel her chair to the window. 
The faithful old man quickly complied. She 
thanked him, and with a sweet smile said, 4t John, 
you have been Tery kind to me, and I love you 
very much. I should like to meet you in that 
bright world to which I hope I am going." 
* Oh ! Miss Ellen," said the old man, bursting 
into tears, " do not, do not talk of death ; we 
cannot part with you, indeed we cannot; what 
will this place be without you 1 " " Hush ! John," 
she gently said, "that sounds like murmuring 
at the will of God, and you know my dear papa 
would tell you that is very wrong ; you never 
hear him murmur." " No, dear Miss Ellen, I 
do not wi$h to murmur,' 9 said he, " but you have 
been nearly all the world to me ; and when you 
talk of dying it almost breaks my poor old heart." 
" Why does it break your heart, John ? there is 
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nothing terrible in death to those who love the 
Saviour. You know He took the sting away 
when He suffered it Himself, and the Bible says 
that those who die, trusting in the merit of His 
sufferings, do not really die, they only fall asleep ; 
but you have heard all this many, many years 
ago, before 1 was born" "Yes, I have heard it 
many years ago, both from those who are dead 
and those who are living ; for your dear grand- 
father was a holy man, and his memory is very 
dear to me. But I fear I did not profit by his 
good teaching as I ought ; and when your 
beloved father talks to me, as he sometimes does, 
about all these good and sacred things, I often 
feel my stubborn heart so hard that I wonder at 
myself." "You grieve me very much, John," 
said Ellen, " when you talk like this ; but there 
is hope, indeed there is, and you must pray to 
Him who has promised to turn the stony heart 
to flesh." "I do, I do," was the old man's 
hurried answer, " but comfort will not come." 
" Oh ! yea it will, John, when He sees fit to send 
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it Oh!" said the lovely child, and a slight 
shudder passed over her delicate frame, " if 1 
should in that world of happiness meet all whom 
I have ever loved on earth excepting you ! The 
thought is very dreadful, and it must not be." 

During this interesting dialogue I bad been 
seated at the other end of the room, apparently 
engaged in reading, but, in reality, I was deeply 
interested in the scene before me. I had been so 
quiet, that both seemed to have forgotten my 
presence, until, seeing the excitement under which 
my lively patient was labouring, I thought it 
right to interrupt a scene, the effects of which 
must prove injurious to her. " Ellen," said I, 
"you have been talking quite enough this 
morning; I am sure you are exhausted." This 
address brought back the recollection of my 
presence. Both started for a moment, and Ellen 
said, " Oh ! Mr. Thompson, you are very carefal 
over me " John bowed respectfully, and turned to 
leave the room. " Good bye, John," said Ellen, 
with one of her sweetest smiles, " and remem- 
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ber, death has no sting for those who believe and 
trust in Jesus ; but yon will come and talk to me 
another day." The old man could not answer 
her, for his eyes were filled with tears ; so he 
gently closed the door, leaving her to that repose 
which it was so necessary she should have. 

The trial of the good vicar afforded his flock an 
opportunity of evincing their affection for him ; 
and truly delightful it was to see the sympathy 
they showed. Every day brought some fresh 
proof of their regard, and they seemed to vie with 
each other in little acts of kindness, which, how- 
ever trifling in themselves, proved how much 
they valued the good man whom God had for so 
many years set over them, as their spiritual guide 
and teacher. It seemed as though they could not 
do enough for him, and the good man's heart 
was gladdened by many an expression of kindness 
and affection, which would never perhaps have 
been called forth, but for this deep affliction. 
The hour of trial is the time to prove our friends ; 
and this meek and holy man had now an oppor- 
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Utility of testing the regard of his people. When 
on the Sabbath he read, with a deep, tremulous 
voice the prayer for the sick, the arches of the 
venerable church resounded with a long fervent 
Amen, spoken by the people with a depth of 
feeling which showed how strongly their sym- 
pathies were bound up in the suffering of their 
beloved pastor. After the service was over, the 
painful task devolved on John of answering the 
innumerable questions which were put to him 
about the health of the vicar's daughter; and the 
school children would take an opportunity of 
sidling up to him, and with shy, but earnest faces, 
ask for dear Miss Ellen. His answers were brief, 
but kind ; sometimes his eyes would fill with 
tears, and the inquirers could not press their 
questions further. The old man seemed to derive 
a sort of melancholy comfort from the iarterest 
and affection which the villagers evinced. u Well," 
he would say, " I knew these people loved my 
master and his darling child, but I did not know 
how much they loved till now." 
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One morning, when John had just completed 
bis task of wheeling Ellen to the window, we 
observed some one approaching the house, and, 
as the figure drew near, we perceived that it was 
one of the school children. John went out to 
see what she wanted, and returned, saying, 
" Mary Wilson would like to see Miss Ellen." 
" What, the girl who has given so much trouble 
at the school ?" said Mrs. Grey. I wouder what 
her business is. You had better say Miss Ellen 
is very weak this morning, and she must come 
another time." " O, mamma," said Ellen, " pray 
lei her come in ; perhaps she has something par- 
ticular to say ; you know I have not spoken to 
her since my birthday." " If you feel able to see 
her, my dear," said her mother, "I will not 
prevent you ; but you must not talk much, for 
you are looking languid, and excitement is the 
worst thing in the world for you." " O, mamma, 
I am very calm, indeed ; look at me ; I am better 
than I have been for a long time." " John," said 
Mrs. Grey, " you may tell the girl to come in." 
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We were all totally unprepared for the seene 
which followed. When Mary Wilson entered 
the room, Mrs. Grey received her rather coolly, 
for her conduct ever since her entrance into the 
school bad been very bad ; and Mrs. Grey thought 
it right to show disapprobation. The girl 
curtsied, then advancing rapidly towards Ellen, 
fell upon her knees, and burst into a passionate 
flood of tears. "O, Miss Ellen, dear, dear Miss 
Ellen," said she, when she could speak, " how I 
have longed to see you, and to thank you for 
your great, great kindness to me, a wicked girl." 
"Rise up, Mary," said Ellen, sweetly, "and sit 
by me ; you must not cry, you know, or you will 
make me cry too." " No, no, Miss, I will not cry 
again ; but they told me I should never see you 
more, and I felt as though I should break my 
heart. Then I thought, perhaps, you would be too 
angry to see me if I came ; but you were always 
kind and gentle. When 1 did that wicked thing 
the day before your birthday, my heart was very 
hard, and when the mistress said I should not 



Digitized 



by Google 



43 



come to the fete, I was rude to her, and said I did 
not care. Very angry feelings filled my breast 
when I saw them all walking up to the house, 
looking so well and happy. 1 watched their 
return, though none of them saw me. They each 
had a little book, and looked so merry as they 
came down the road, that I quite envied them. 
Some of them were singing about Miss Ellen's 
health and happiness ; I do not quite know what 
it was, but I believe some of the elder ones 
composed it, and taught it to the others. I ran 
across the fields, and reached my home before 
they could pass the house ; because I was deter- 
mined none of them should see me, for I felt 
rather mortified, though I was too hardened 
properly to confess it. At last I saw them 
coming, and one of them knocked at our door : 
I ran up stairs, because I would not see her. O, 
said I, ' she is come to tell us how happy they 
have been, and I don't want to hear it' ' Is Mary 
Wilson in?' said she. 'Yes,' said my mother, 
'do you want to see her?' 'I have brought 
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this from Miss Ellen. 9 My mother took the 
parcel, and said, ' How have yon enjoyed your- 
selves ?" ' O, 9 said she, ' I cannot tell you how 
delightful it was : we had swings, and the place 
was all covered with garlands of flowers. The 
vicar made a speech to us, and Miss Ellen gave 
us all a book. How beautiful she looked! when 
she smiled we almost fancied that an angel was 
looking at us. I wonder if angels are anything 
like she is ?' ' She is an angel/ said my mother ; 
'I am sorry my Mary has been so naughty. 
Good bye, Sarah, I must give her the parcel. 9 
When I opened it and saw what it contained, I 
could scarcely believe my eyes, because I knew I 
had not deserved such kindness. I read your 
note two or three times, and I felt my stubborn 
heart melting. At last I sobbed so loud that my 
mother came up to see what was the matter. 
'Ob, mother, mother,' said I, 'how wicked I 
have been, and see how kind Miss Ellen is. 9 
When she read the note, she exclaimed, ' I said 
she was an angel : Mary, my child, you must go 
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down upon your knees and thank God for 
giving you such a friend. 9 That night I did 
thank Him ; and I believe, Miss Ellen, it was the 
first really grateful feeling which ever entered my 
breast. I am now come to thank you. Will you 
forgive the past, and I will try never to be so 
wicked any more ?" 

We had all been deeply interested in this 
detail of the poor girl. When she had finished, 
Ellen took her hand, and said, " You have made 
me very happy to-day, Mary ; so happy that I 
scarcely know what to say to you ; I am so full 
of gratitude to Ood for having put into my heart 
the thought of giving you that book. I hope we 
shall meet in that world where sin, and sorrow, 
and weariness can never enter: you must come 
and see me very often, — then we can talk about 
these good things. Have you told the mistress 
all this ?" " No, I have not told her yet," was 
the girl's reply, " because I felt ashamed, but I 
think I can tell her now you have been so kind/ 
" Pray go directly , M said Ellen, eagerly, u I am 
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sure she will be so pleased to hear the goad 
news." The girl kissed Ellen's hand respectfully, 
and left the room. 

Scenes like these which I have described to 
you were very frequent, for Ellen seemed to have 
her mind always impressed with the great 
importance of eternal things, and her desire was 
that all with whom she came in contact should 
feel as she did ; but there was nothing intrusive 
in her manner ; she seldom spoke except she was 
addressed, and never offered an opinion unless it 
was called forth by some question which was put 
to her, and then it was given with such beautiftil 
simplicity that you felt assured her idea of herself 
was very far beneath what others thought of her* 

"With regard to myself I confess that since I 
bad known this sweet child I felt more seriously 
than I had ever done before, the value of true 
piety ; I had spent all my life in acquiring a kind 
of knowledge which, however valuable in passing 
through this world, can be of no possible service 
in affliction, or in the hour of death. When I 
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looked upon her I felt bumbled, for sbe was a 
more profound philosopher than I, and had dived 
into mysteries which I had scarcely thought 
about, — the wondrous mysteries of the world to 
come. Yes, and she had solved them too ; they 
were no longer mysteries to her ; she had grasped 
them with the hand of faith, and already saw 
them in the distance, not as things which 
probably existed, but with the full confidence 
that her possession of them was certain. Her 
treasure truly was in Heaven. I have reason to 
be thankful that Providence led me to that abode 
of peace and goodness, though at the time I went 
there I looked upon it merely as a pleasant 
accident, but time and circumstances proved that 
something more than pleasure was intended to 
result from this unpremeditated step. 

The spring was now very far advanced, and 
the country had resumed its wonted beauty ; the 
budding of the trees, the singing of the birds, and 
the buzzing of the insects all reminded us that 
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spring, lovely spring, was come again to gladden 
our hearts ; how it makes ns wish for the time 
when 

"All seasons shall be woven into one ; 
And that one season an eternal spring." 

The sunsets at Norwood were very beautiful ; 
sometimes that glorious orb would go down with 
a sweet pale light, so soft that while retiring to 
rest himself he seemed almost to beguile you 
into repose ; the ocean felt the soothing influence 
too, and commanded the waves to stillness. 
While studded as it often was with innumerable 
ships, their white sails dancing and glistening in 
the setting sun, you might fancy yourself 
transported to some lovely place of which poets 
had written, and minstrels sung, but which the 
eye of man had never seen before ; for the most 
highly wrought description of the poet's 
imagination could not surpass the real beauty 
of this place. 

No wonder, then, that Ellen Grey possessed 
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a mind so elevated ; wherever she looked, her 
eye rested upon beauty, and the refinement and 
piety of her education enabled her to look from 
all which called forth her admiration, to the great 
Author and Creator of the whole. She could 
discern as much power and goodness in the 
springing up of a blade of grass, as in the more 
magnificent works of nature ; for die knew that 
the wondrous Being who had accomplished the 
one bad made the other, and that "He who gives 
us all things richly to eqjoy" has ordained that 
we shall see Him in His works, and as part of 
them lift up our hearts to praise Him. 

" Papa," I once heard her say, " this view is very 
beautiful. If it were not for what I fed within my 
heart, I could almost fancy that this village had 
never been visited by sin, it seems so peaceful." 
" Yes, my love," said the good vicar, a you know 
tile sea appears peaceful if undisturbed by storms, 
but if it were possible to look beneath the surface 
you would still see the ravages which it bas made, 
and the sad effects of previous tempests. There 

E 
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]ie many a father's pride and mother's hope; 
there lie, too, the once loving husband, and the 
merchant's longed-for wealth. Till it is called to 
yield what it now holds so firmly, the extent of its 
desolations never can be calculated. So in 
passing through this village, the mind is naturally 
struck with its surpassing beauty ; but then a 
mere passer-through could never form a judgment 
of its real condition ; he knows not what broils 
disturb the peace of those pretty cottages ; for 
instance, who, to look at William Smith's, all 
covered as it is with sweet roses and woodbine, 
would think that nothing dwelt within but weeds 
and thorns ? for you know William Smith is very 
wicked, and his wife and he are always quarrelling. 
Thus you see, my love, that much which is 
beautiful to look upon disappoints our expecta* 
tions, and we go from one thing to another, all 
equally unsatisfactory, uutil we find Him who 
'is altogether lovely, 9 and who far exceeds our 
highest hopes. 9 ? 

" He does, He does," said Ellen, her face 
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glowing with animation ; " dear father, I hare 
had such glimpses of the Saviour during my 
illness, that I have almost fancied myself 
already with Him. I have discovered beauties 
hi Him which I never should have seen if I 
had not been tried with this long affliction. 
When* I have been borne down by pain and 
languor, He has laid underneath me His sup- 
porting arm, and I have been enabled to cast my 
burden upon Him with such sweet confidence 
that I could say with true sincerity of heart, ' It 
was good for me to be afflicted.'" 

"If such is the foretaste,'' said her father, 
"what must the full enjoyment be?" He 
impressed a kiss upon her brow ; it seemed as 
though the thought of parting with her strained 
his heart-strings to their utmost stretch, yet you 
could almost read in his mild resigned expression 
the words " My darling child, I would not retain 
thee if I could." 

I was deeply touched by this conversation. I 
bad witnessed Jhe power of true religion both in 
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the young and old. I had seen the fear of death 
completely prostrated by simple faith in Jesus ; 
and I had seen how that faith can enable us 
cheerfully to resign our dearest earthly treasure 
tf He demand such a sacrifice. Was not this 
enough to make one long for the possession of a 
gift so valuable ? I did long for it, and pray for 
it too ; I trust also that I have obtained it, though 
not to the degree to which those of whom I am 
speaking had attained. 

One day I observed to Ellen, " Yon have, 
by what you have often said* raised very 
anxious doubts in my mind about my prospects 
of future happiness ; I wish I could feel as 
confident as you do about my eternal welfare," 
She looked at me with an earnest gaze, and there 
was a pause of about half a minute ; at length 
she said, " Mr. Thompson, I have often longed 
to know what you think about these things, but 
I felt it would be so very presumptuous for one 
so young to talk to one so learned ; and I feared 
lest I should offend you. 9 ' " Offend me, dear 
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child/ 9 said I, " no, that you never can ; I have 
always been delighted to converse with you, and 
I would gladly resign all my learning, as you term 
it, to obtain that knowledge which makes you so 
happy." u Would yoty would you ? w said she, 
eagerly ; " how very glad I am to hear you talk 
like this ; then we shall not be separated for 
ever ; we shall meet again, I am sure we shall, 
and there will be no parting. I always knew my 
prayers would be answered some time, though f 
did not think I should live to see it." 

"Yes, dear child," said I, much affected, "I 
trust we shall meet again. I have great reasofl 
to be thankful that I was ever led to this abode 
of peace and piety, for I have learned since I 
came here that true happiness can alone be found 
in that religion which has been your support 
during your long affliction." 

The tear glistened in her lovely eye— it was 
the tear of joy. 

"How indulgent my heavenly Father is," she 
saiiy " to hate granted me this pleasure befbft I 
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die; often, in my long wakeful nights, when I 
have recounted my mercies, and have been 
thinking of all those who have treated me with 
kindness, the thought of you has come upon me 
with such force that I could not have refrained 
from praying for you, if I had wished to do so; 
and I felt quite sure that the time would' come 
when you would know and love the Saviour ; but 
Oh, Mr. Thompson, you must not doubt, indeed 
you must not; doubts will prevent you from 
seeing the great goodness of Him who is all love 
and pity to those who sincerely seek Him. Since 
my doubts have been removed, I have discovered 
fresh beauties in Him every day, and you will do 
the same " 

" I know it, dear child," said I ; " I am not so 
ignorant about these things as I once was, thanks 
to the Providence which led me here; and 
though I told you that I sometimes was troubled 
with doubts, I do not think that they will be 
allowed really to affect my eternal happiness ." 

"I am very happy now," said Ellen, with a 
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sweet smile ; " I think I could die this moment." 
She was silent for some time; at length she said, 
" Sir, I am going to ask a favour of you, I know, 
and you all know, that I am going to die; I 
seldom speak about it to my dear mamma, 
because I cannot bear to give her pain. I want 
to make a little request, and will you, dear sir, 
when I am dead, make it known to my dear, 
dear parents?' 9 — This was said with the most 
perfect calmness. "I will," said I. "Well 
then," she replied, "it is that all the school 
children may be permitted to follow me to the 
grave. I think if they were to see one so young 
carried to the silent tomb, it would perhaps 
remind them that they must die; and some of 
them, at least, may be led to seek the Saviour in 
their youth. It is very near my birthday," con- 
tinued the lovely child, thoughtfully, " I wonder 
where I shall spend it !" " Wherever it is spent," 
said I, much moved, " you will be happy, because 
you have found that which must make you so, 
eve* faith in Jesus : but you have talked a long 
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time to-day, and I will now leave you, in order 
that yon may take repose/' 

It was a lovely evening ; the sun was setting 
just in the manner which I have before described, 
and the flowers filled the air with their sweet 
perfume ; we were all seated at the open window, 
enjoying the breeze and the fragranee which, it 
every now and then wafted towards us ; Ellen's 
bird was warbling melodiously, and Ellen herself 
seemed wrapt in admiration of the lovely scenery. 
Indeed we all appeared to be indulging in, and 
enjoying our own reflections. The vicar broke 
silence by offering to read to us. We gladly 
accepted his kind offer, and he pleased qs much 
by selecting some of the most beautiful passages 
in MiltonV Paradise Lost: he rendered it doubly 
interesting by occasionally pausing to make 
instructive comments. 

The eyes of Ellen were fixed upon him with 
intense interest; she seemed quite to enter into 
the grandeur of the subject, and to feel the beauty 
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of the language. She looked very lovely aa she 
leaned back in her chair, her eyea more bright 
tbaa usual, and her face beaming with intellect 
quite beyond her age. I think the vicar had 
been reading about an hour, when we were 
startled by Mrs. Grey's exclaiming in tones of 
anguish, which pierced my very soul, " My child, 
my Ellen !" The book fell from the hand of Mr. 
Cteey, and he turned deadly pale. "She has 
fainted," said he, endeavouring to be calm ; but 
I, quite overcome by what I saw, said in a hollow 
voice, u This is depth !" 

There was an awful pause for about a second 
or two, which was broken by die vicar, who 
jaidj in a firm deep tone — " Thy will be done." 
"The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away ; 
blessed be the name of the Lord)!" The cry of 
Mrs. Orey brought the servants into the room ; 
as they appeared, the holy man lifted his hand, 
and said calmly, " Hush ! death hath entered 
here** 

It would be impossible for me to describe the 
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scene of grief which followed. Though it is 
many years since I witnessed it, the remembrance 
of it is as fresh as ever ; indeed, it was a scene 
never to be forgotten. Mrs. Grey, after her first 
exclamation, had remained pale and motionless 
as a statue- Old John, upon hearing the words 
of Mr. Grey — " Death hath entered here" — fell 
upon his knees, his white locks falling in disorder 
over his face, and his eyes were fixed upon the 
marble countenance of his darling idol with a 
gaze of anguish quite pitiable to behold. There 
lay the lovely clay, lovely even in death, per- 
fectly unconscious of the grief which surrounded 
it ; a smile played upon the lips ; there had been 
no struggle; the bitterness of death was past; 
she had, indeed, only fallen into a sleep — a sleep 
from which she was to awake in the Paradise 
ofGod! 

With regard to myself, I had for the time lost 
all presence of mind, so suddenly had all this 
happened, and I stood perfectly unable to render 
any assistance, or to offer consolation. Mr. 
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Grey seemed to be the only one in the possession 
of his senses, though his blanched cheek and the 
workings of the muscles of his face showed 
plainly the dreadful struggle which was passing 
within. Oh ! there is a grandeur in silent grief 
which affects those who witness it far more than 
the most passionate outbursts of sorrow. There 
is a sacredness about it too, which forbids 
intrusion; it is the mind contending with the 
weak frail body — the immortal striving with the 
mortal part. 

After some minutes had elapsed, Mr. Orey 
took hold of the hand of his wife and led her 
from the room, saying, " this is now no place for 
you, my dear; let us retire, that we may pray for 
strength to bear this trial, which well-nigh breaks 
our hearts." This address recalled to her mind 
the full truth of what bad happened, and it had a 
good effect, for tears fell in torrents from her 
eyes, which had hitherto been tearless. She cast 
a look of unutterable agony upon the form of 
her whom her soul had loved so well, and then 
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silently accompanied her husband to the footstool 
of that God in whom her darling had so sweetly 
trusted, and who now had taken her to Himself, 
Long did these pious parents pray ; and when I 
•gain met them, I read resignation in their looks. 
Their God had not forsaken them; He had 
fulfilled the promise, — " Call upon me in the day 
of trouble and I will hear thee, saith the Lord." 

The day on which the mortal remains of Ellen 
Grey were committed to the silent tomb was a 
sad one in Norwood. Tears dimmed the eyes 
both of the old and the young. Had I not 
witnessed it, I could scarcely have believed that 
one of such tender years could have possessed 
the power of so completely gaining the affections 
of all with whom she came in contact. 

Of the funeral I have little to say ; it was very 
simple ; her wish that th? school children should 
follow her to the grave was complied with ; but 
Oh ! how different a procession did they now form 
from that which they had made on the day of tb« 
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fete, — no gay flowers, no smiling faces, — all waft 
grief and sorrow : their little hearts seeded 
bursting. A white pall covered the coffin : fit 
emblem of the purity of her who lay beneath it. 
Mr. Grey, John, and myself followed as chief 
mourners. The church had not presented so 
tad an appearance for many a yeaiy—never dace 
the death of Ellen's grandfather, the former 
beloved vicar. It was quilt fall, and every one 
was clothed in black, — the very poorest in the 
village had managed to obtain some kind of 
mourning. It was an imposing sight, long to be 
remembered by the inhabitants of Norwood. The 
body was placed in front of the communion table ; 
the children were seated an either side, — they 
looked the picture of grief ; the white pall formed 
a striking contrast to the dark hue of all around 
it, and it appeared to me almost like a reproof to 
us for the deep sorrow which we were feeling ; it 
seemed to tell us to compare her present 
happiness with her former state of suffering, and 
to invite our thoughts from the scene of sorrow 



Digitized 



by Google 



62 



here, to that bright Paradise which she whom we 
mourned had entered. 

The service was read by a neighbouring 1 
clergyman. As he proceeded I could hear the 
sound of stifled sobs ; some of the poor children 
could restrain their grief no longer, and they 
sobbed aloud. The service over, the dear 
remains were carried out into a part of the 
churchyard which she had loved to visit, and 
there was deposited all that remained of Ellen 
Grey, the beautiful, the beloved. 

The following morning I rose early, after 
having past a feverish and restless night. The 
excitement of the previous day prevented my 
taking repose ; so I determined to go and visit 
the resting place of the dear departed. When I 
reached the grave I found that some one had 
been there before me, for it was strewed with 
the choicest flowers. I looked up and saw a 
female figure retiring ; as she turned her face 
towards me I recognised the penitent Mary 
Wilson. 
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Not a leaf was moving whilst Aunt Kate 
related the last part of the story. The children 
scarcely breathed, and they looked very sad. 
" What are you thinking about, my dear Mary ? w 
said her aunt. "I was thinking/ 9 said she, 
" whether I could ever be as good, and kind, and 
gentle as Ellen Grey, and if it would be possible 
for me to be so beloved ?" " Yes, my love," said 
Aunt Kate, " it is quite possible for you to be 
kind and gentle, and to gain the love of .those 
around you ; but then you must act as Ellen 
did ; you must be as careful as she was, not to 
hurt the feelings of others, and try to divest 
yourself of all selfishness ; but above all, you 
must seek the God whom she sought, and serve 
Him as she did. What does my little Martha 
think about it ?" " Oh, Aunt," said she, sobbing, 
" I was very sorry when you told about her dying, 
I could hardly bear to hear it ; I wish I had 
known her, I am sure I should have loved her 
so, and I would have strewed her grave 
with flowers, as Mary Wilson did." Charles 
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looked very grave and thoughtful; he dashed 
away a tear; then rising from his seat he 
threw his arms around Aunt Kate's neck, and 
said, " Dear Aunt, if you were to die, I think 
there would be quite as much sorrow in this 
house as there was at the vicarage about the 
death of Ellen; for what should we do without 
you? I am sure you make everybody happy 
around you." " I try to do so, dear Cbariea," 
said she, " but cannot always succeed. You must 
all kiss me now, my dears, and retire to bed. I 
was once told another very pretty story, which 
I will one day relate to you.' 9 



T fi£ END. 
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